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Î SERE was a man of the
PW Island of Hawaii whom

I shall call Keawe; for
V jfl the truth is, he still lives
J and his name must be
V kept secret; but the place

f bjf of his birth was not far

't® r / from Honaunau, where

jS&flftthe bones of Keawe the
6* ^ / Great lie hidden in a cave.

^ This man was poor,
brave and active; he

'WJiJ&M could road and write like
I *aBBSfc~Z?r 1 /

a schoolmaster; he was a
* j» flrst rate mariner besides,sailed for some time in the island steamers

and steered a whaleboat on the Hamakua coast.
At length It came in Keawe's mind to have a sight
of the great world and foreign cities, and he shipped
on a vessel bound to San Francisco.
This is a fine town with a fine harbor and rich

people uncountable, and in particular there is one
hiU which is covered with palaces. Upon this hill
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full of money,viewing the great houses upon either
hand with pleasure. "What fine houses there are I"
he was thinking, "aud how happj must these peoplebe who dwell in them and take no care for the
morrow." The thought was in his mind when he
came abreast of a house that was smaller than
some others, but all finished and beautified like a
toy; the steps of that house shone like silver, and
the borders of the garden bloomed like garlands ;

I and the windows were bright like diamonds; and
Keawe stopped and wonderea at the excellence of
all he saw. So, stopping, he was aware of a man
that looked forth upon him through a window so

1 clear that Keawe could see him as you see a fish in
» a pool upon the reef. The man was elderly, with a
' bald head and a black beard; and his face was

heavy with sorrow, and he bitterly sighed. And
the truth of it is that as Keawe looked in upon the

a tk. ...

I envied the other.
A11 of a sudd' n the man smiled and nodded, and

beckoned Keawe to entei, and met him in the door
of the house.

* "This is a fine Souse of mine," said the man,
and bitterly sighed. "Would you not care to view
the chambers^"
So he led Keawe all over it from the cellar to the

roof and there was nothing there that was not per
* feet of its kind, and Keawe was astonished.

"Truly," said Keawe, "this ia the beautiful house.
If I lived in tue like of it I should be laughing all
daylong: how comes it, then, that you should be
sighing?"
"There is no reason," said the man, "why you

should not have a house similar to this and finer
if you wish. You have some mcney, I suppose?"
0 "1 have $60," said Keawe, "but a house like this
will cost more than $50."
The man made a computation. "I am sorry you

have no more," said he, "for it may raise you
trouble in the future, but it shall be yours at $50."
"The house?" asked Keawe.
"No, not tho house," replied the man, "but the

bottle. For I must tell you, although I appear to
you so rich and fortunate, all my fortune, and this
bouse itself and its garden, came out of a bottle
not much bigger than a pint. This is it."
And he opened a lock-fast place and he took out

a rourd bellied bottle with a long neck. The glass
of it -vas white like milk, with changing rainbow

I "THIS LOOKS LIKE THE TBUTH," SAID KAEWE.

jolors in the grain; withinside something obicurelymoved, like a shadow and a fire.
"This is the bottle," said the man; and when

Keawe laughed, "You do not believe me?" be
added. "Try, then, for yourself. See if you oan
break it."
So Keawe took the bottle up and dashed it on the

floor till he was weary, but it jumped on the floor
like a child's ball, and was not injured.
"This is a strange thing,'' said Keawe; "for by

the touch of it, as well as by the look, the bottle
should be of glass."
"Of glass it is," replied the man. sighing more

heavilv than ever, "but the glass of it was temperedin the flames of hell. An imp lives in It, and
that is the shadow we behold there moving; or so
I suppose. If any man buys this bottle, the imp is
at his command; all that he desires, love, fame,
money, houses like this house, ay, or a city like
this city, all are his at the word uttered. Napoleon
had this bottle, and by it he grew to be the king of
the world, but he sold it at the last and fell. CaptainCook had this bottle, and by it he found his
way to so many islands; but he too, sold it, and
was slain upon Hawaii. For once it is sold the
power goes and the protection; and unless a man

i remain content wun wuat ne nas, ill will Derail
him."

And yet you talk of selling it yourself?" Keawe
said.

"I nave all I wish, and I am growing elderly,"
replied the man. "There is one thing the imp cannotdo: he cannot prolong life; and it would not
he fair to conceal from you there is a drawback to
the bottle; for if a man dies before he sells it he
must burn in hell forever."

'To be sure that is a drawback and no mistake,"
criftd Keawe. "I would not meddle with the thing.
I can do without a house, thank God; but there is
one thing I could not be doing with one particle,
and that is to be damned."
"Dear me. you must not run away with things,"

returned the man. "All you have to do is to use
the power of the imp in moderation, and then sell
it to some else as X do to you and finish your
life in comfort."
"Well, I observe two thing?," said Keawe. "All

the time you keep siahing like a maid in love;
that is one. And for tho other, you sell this bottl*
very cheap."
"I have told you already why I sigh," said the

man. "It is because I fear my health is breaking
up; and as you said yourself, to die and go to th«
levil is a pity for any one. As for why I sell so
cheap, I must explain to you there is a peculiarity
about the bottle. Lone a^o, when the devilbr >ught
it first upon the earth, it was extremely expensive,
and was sold first of all to Prester John for many
millions of dollars; but it cannot be sold at ali,
unless sold at a loss. If you sell it for as much
as you paid for it back it comes to you
again like a homing pigeon. It follows that
the price has kept tailing in these centuries,and the bottle is now remarkably cheap. I
bought it myself from one of mv great neighbors
on this hill and the price I paid was only $J0. I
could sell it for as high as $89 99, but
not a penny dearer, or back the thing
must come to me. Now, ab >ut this there
p.re two bothers. First, when you offer
a Dottie so singular ror eignty oaa aouars people
suppose you to be jesting. And second.but there
is no hurry about that and I need not go into it.
Only remember it must be coined money that you
ell it for."
"How am I to know that this is all true?" asked

Keawe.
"Some of it you can try at once," replied the

man. "Give me your $50, take the bottle, and wish
your $50 baok into your pocket. If that does not
happen I pledge you my honor I will cry off the
bargain and restore your money."
"You are not deceiving ms?" said Keawe.
The man bound himself with a great oath.
"Well, I will risk that much," said Keawe, "for

that can do no barm." And he paid over his
money to the man and the man handed him the
bottle. "Imp of the bottle," said Keawe, "I want
my $50 back." And, sure enough, he had scaroe
said the word before his pocket was as heavy as
ever. "To be sure this is a wonderful bottle!" said
Keawe.
"And now good morning to you, my fine fellow,and the devil go with you for me!" said the

man.
"Hold on," said Keawe, "I don't want any more

»f this fun. Here, take your bottle back."
"l'ou have bought it for less than I paid for It,"

replied the 3<*n, rubbing his hands. "It is vours
now, and for my part I am only concerned to see
the back of you." And with that ho rang for his
Chinese servant and had Keawe shown out of the
house.
Now, when Keawe was in the street with the

bottle under his arm he began to think. "If all is
* true about this bottle I may have made a losing

bargain," thinks he. "But, perhaps, the man was
only fooling me." The first thing he did was to
count his money; the sum was exact, American
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money and one Chili piece. "That looks like the
truth," said Keawe. "Now I will try another
part.
The streets in that part of the city were as clean

as a ship's decks, and though it was noon there
were no passengers. Keawe set the bottle in the
gutter and walked awav. Twice he looked back,
and there was the milky, round bellied bottle
where he left it. A third ticna he looked back and
turned a corner; but he had scarce done so when
something knocked upon his elbow, and behold! it
was the long neck stickinu' up, and as for the round
belly it was jammed into the pocket of his pilot
coat.

And that looks like the truth, too," said Keawe.
The nest thing he did was to buy a comscrew in

a shop, and go apart into a secret place in the
fields. And there he tried to draw the cork; but
as often as he put the screw in out it camo again,
and the cork as whole as ever.
"This is some new sort of cork," said Keawe, and

all at once he began to shake and sweat, for he was
afraid of that bottle.
On his way back to the port side he saw a shop

where a man sold shells and clubs from the wild
Islands, old heathen deities, old coined money,
pictures from China and Japan and all manner of
things that sailors bring in their sea chests. And
here he had an idea. So he went in and offered the
bottle for $10!). The man of the shop laughed at
him at the first and offered him $5, but indeed it
was a curious bottle, such glass was never blown
in any human glasswork, so prettily the colors
shone under tho milky white, and so strangely the
shadow hovered in the midst; so after he had disputedawhile after the manner of his kind the shopmangave Keawe sixty silver dollars for the thing
and set it on a shelf in the midst of his win low.
"Now," said Koawe, "X have sold that for sixty

which I bought for fifty, or, to say the truth,
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"THIS IS A FINE HOUSE OF MINE," SAID THE MAN.

a little less, because one of my dollars was from
Chili. Now I shall know the truth upon another
point."
So he went back on board his ship, and when

he opened his chest there was the bottle, and it had
come more quickly than himself. Now Keawe
had a mate on board whose name « as Lopaka.
"What ails yon?" said Lopaka, "that you stare in

your chest!'"
They were alone in the ship's forecastle, and

Keawe bound him to secrecy and told all.
"This is a very strange affair." said Lopaka, "and

I fear you will be in trouble about this bottle. Hut
there is one point very clear.that you are sure of
the trouble and you had better have the profit in
the bargain. Make up your mind what you want
wim ii, give me oraer, ana it it is aoue as you aesirsI will buy the bottle mwself, for I liave nn idea
of my own to get a schooner and go trading through
the islands."
"That is not my idea," said Keawe; "but to hare

a beautiful house and garden on the Kona coast,
where I was born, the sun shining in at the door,
flowers in the garden, glass in the windows, pictureson the walls and toys and flue carpets on tbe
tables, for all the world like the house I was in this
day, only a story higher and with balconies ail
about liko tho king's palace; and to live there withoutcare and make merry with my friends and relatives."
"Well," said Lopaka, "let us carry it back with

us to Hawaii, and if all comes true, as you suppose,I will buy the bottle as X said, and ask a
schooner."
Upon that they were agreed, and it was not long

before the ship returned to Honolulu, carrying
Keawe and Lopaka and the bottle. They were
scarce come ashore when they met a friend upon
the beach who began at once to condole with
Keawe. "X do not know whatX am to be condoled
about," said Keawe.

"Is it possible you have not heard," said the
friend. "Your uncle, that good old man, is dead,
and your cousin, that beautiful boy, was drowned
at sea."
Keawe was filled with sorrow, and beginning to

weep and to lament, he forgot about the bottle.
But Lopaka was thinking to himself, and presently,
when Keawe's grief was a little abated, "X have
been thinking," said Lopaka. "Had not your
uncle lands in Hawaii, in the district of Kau?"
"No," said Keawe, "not in Kau; they are on the

mountain side, a little besouth Hookena."
"These lauds will be now yours?" asked Lopaka.
Ana so tney win, saia jveawe, ana negan agaiu

to lament for his relatives.
No," said Lopaka, "do not lament at present.

I have a thought in my mind. How if this should
be the doing of the bottle? For here is the place
ready for your houso."

"If this be so," cried Keawe, "it is a very ill vray
to serve me by killing my relatives. But it may be,
indeed; for it was in just such a station that I saw
the house with my mind's eye."
"The house, however, is not yet built," said

Lopaka.
"No; nor like to be!" says Keawe, "for though

my uncle has some coffee and ava and bananas, it
will not be more than will keep me in comfort; and
the rest of that land is the black lava."
"Let us go to the lawyer," said Lopaka; "I have

still this idea in my mind."
Now, when they came to the lawyer's it appeared

Keawe's uncle had grown monstrous rich in the
last days, and there was a fund of money.
"And here is the mon?yfor the house," cried

Lopaka.
"If you are thinking of a now house," said the

lawyer, "here is the card of a new arehitect of
whom they tell me great things."

"Better and better 1" cried Lopaka. "Here is all
made plain for us. Let us continue to obey
orders."
So they went to the architect, and he had draw-

in«s of houses on his table.
"You want something out of the way," said the

architect. "How do you like this," and he handed
a drawing to Keawe.
Now, when Keawe set eyes on the drawing ho

cried out aloud, for it was the picture of his
thought exactly drawn.
"I am in for this house," thought he. "Little

as I like the way it comes to me, I am in for it

"
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HE OrKiED HIS CHEST AND THERE WAS THE BOTTLE.

now, and I may as well take tlie goou along with
the evil."
go he told the architect all that he wished and

how he would have that house furnished, aud
about the pictures on the wall and the knisk
knacks on the tables; and then he asked the man
plainly for how much he would undertake the
whole affair. !
The architect put many questions, and took his

pen and made a computation; and when he had
done he named the very sum that Keawe had iuheritod.
Lopaka and Keawe looked at one another and

codded.
"It is quite clear," thought Keawe. "that I aui to

havo this house, wfcether or no. It conies from
the devil, and I fear I will get little good by that.
And of one thing I am suro, J wiil make no more
wishes as long as I have this bottle. But with tl>e
house 1 am saddled, and I may as well take the
good along with the evil."
So he made his terms with the architect and they

signed a paper; and Keawe and Lopaka took ship
again and sailed to Australia: for it was concluded
between them they should not interfere at all, but }
leave the architect and the bottle imp to build and i
to adorn that house at their owu pleasure. e
The voyage was a good voyage, only a!l the time j

Keawe was holding iu his breath, for lie hart sworn
he would utter no more wishes and take no more
favors from the dovil; the time w as up when they t
cot back; the architect told them that the house
was ready and Keawe and Lopaka took a passage in
the Hall and went down Kon.t ways to view the
house and see if all had been done fitly according
to the thought that was inKeawe's mind.

[TO BE CONTINUED.} (
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HONORING THE MEMORY
OF JOHN JAMES AUDUBON.

A Monument To Be Erected Ovet
His I Omb bv Ponnlar

-J -1

Subscriptions.

SKETCH OF HIS ROMANTIC CAREEB

After His Failure and Disappointment He

Began. Over Anew.Value of His
Works.His Titled Subscribers.His
Historic Mansion in Audubon Park,
the Scene of Morse's Final Triumph.
The Proposed Monument

After a period of forty years the memory of th«
greatest ornithologist America has giveu to the
world will be honored by a monument erected by
popular subscriptions.
In 1861 Jolin James Audubon died in his manor

house on Washington Heights, overlooking the
TTnrlann in what, ifi trirtmn aa A liilnVtAn T)n

to this day. A family vault was built in a secludedspot near the southern limit of Trinity
Cemetery. It was marked by a granite slab set
over the entrance bearing the family name. Here
were afterward interred the remains of the great
naturalist's widow, his two sons and their dead.
Last winter, owing to some needed alterations in
the cemetery grounds, a new vault was built. In additionto this reason there was one other for the
removal of the family sepulchre. For several years
a number of gentlemen connected prominently
with Trinity pariah had been endeavoring to securethe consent of the descendants of the naturalistto the removal of his remains to a more conspicuousspot. When this consent had at last
been obtained the Cemetery Committee recommendedas a site for the vault a gentle prominence
in the eastern division of the cemetery, on the
156th street side, opposite what will be the extensionof Audubon avenue and within sight of hit
former residence in Audubon Park.

THE PROPOSED MONUMENT.
The vestry accepted this proposition, and it was

then decided to erect a monument over his remainsin (recognition of the great services renderedby him to the natural history of this coun..try. This was brought
to the attention of the

?the Advancement ol
Science, but no action
was taken by that bodj
at the time. Soon afterwardthe New York Academyof Sciences took up
the matter, and appointed
a committee, consisting of
Dr. Thomas Eggleston, a

H&pS vestryman of Trinitya parish, and a professor
in the School of Mines,
Columbia College; Dr.

i- Yjfik # I Britton, of Columbia Col.

'.Sj+ijfji: S\ lego, and Professor MariPK<ritiu> °' Rutgers College,
./ ? to raise the necessary

^r^rr.^5=^==gmoney,
r ~ "

These gentlemen soon
AUDUBON MONUMENT. associated with themselvescommittes from the various scientific societiesin the country, and it was then decided to

erect a monument at a cost of abjut $10,000, which
sum is to be raised by a national subscription
among scieutifio men. The proposed monument
is in the form of a Runic cross, the base of which
is to be six feet high and the cross to be eighteen
feet above the top of the base.

It is to be made of Itortn iuvor bluestone. ine
base has on one side a bas relief of Audubon, a perfectlikeness, surrounded by the Florida water
lily, which he discovered and described, and surmountedby the eagle, which also he described. On
the side are his long rifle and game bags, he having
been one of the most famous shots <jf his time. Ou
the opposite side is to be placed a suitable inscription.The shaft is covered on both sides witn
sculptured figures of birds and animals of this
conntry, a committee of naturalists and ornithologistshaving been appointed to make the selection
for that purpose.

THE INSCRIPTIONS.
At the base of the shaft are two inscriptions

from the Benedicite:."O all ye fowls of the air,
bless ye the Lord. Praise Him and magnify Him
rorever." "O ye beasts and cattle, bless ye the
Lord. Praise Him and magnify Him forever."
And on the opposite side, *-0 ye children of men,
bless ye the Lord. Praise Him and magnify Him
forever;" and the last verse from the last of the
Psalms, "Let everything that hath breath praise
the Lord. Praise yo the Lord."

It will be one of the largest Runic crosses ever
erected in this country.
This is not the first attempt that has been made

to secure a proper memorial for the great naturalist.In 1869, during the lifetime of his widow, the
project of erecting a monument in Central Park
was widely discussed, but for some reason it came
to naugut.
There are potent reasons why Audubon's memoryshould be honored by this country other than

the one already given. His sterling manhood, his
noble generosity, his wonderful patience, unnatrpinrrttAtArmin«.tion ».nrl his undaunted conr;if*A

under the most discouraging of circumstances
marked him as a man whose life should serve as
an example for future generations, aud whose
name eho'uid be held high so long as time lasts.

A ROMANTIC CABEER.
The career of the artist-naturalist reads like a

romance; its scenes are laid in the early part of
this century, and their chief actor was contemporarywith some of the greatest men of the past.
Audubon's father, Admiral Audubon, came to

this country from France with Rochambeau to
Eight for the cause of liberty, aud was present at
Ihe siege of Yorktown. The family have among
Iheir heirlooms a portrait painted shortly after
that stirring event, in which General Washington
lad other Continental chieftains, together with ihe
\dmiral, are represented. When the war of tue
Revolution v.as ended the Admiral visited Louisiana,bought a plantation aud left his large French
sstates in care of his relatives. He never returned
:o his ho ie. un this plantation Audubon was
jorn in i 81. When he was a mere lad his father
sent him to Paris to be educated. Tho boy was
sassii nateiy fond of pictures aud of drawing, f
iu.door life, nature and natnra history, and he
;uerefore chose art for his profession. Be studied
n the studio 01 David, the famous painter of the
;'irst Emp.re. While the young artist was pursunghis studies he learned that a relative had left
lim a handsome estate called Mill Place, near
Philadelphia. Ha set out for America at once to
laim his inheritance. Near the Audubon estate
ived tne Bakewell family, who had recently come
rom England. Mrs. Bakewell was the "Sweet Lucy
ireen" immorta ized by Dr. Samuel Johnson, and
Yas a reigning boauty in her day.

MAKR1AGK AND FAILtJBF.
With her oldest daughter, Lucy, young Audubon,

vho had just attained his majority, straightway
ell in love. His passion was returned and they
:vere betrothed, but the marriage did not take
)lace until two years later. Shortly after their
union he went into the business of supplying the
settlers of the Western Reserve with gunpowderind stores with his brother-in-law, Nicholas Bertlioud,as his partner. In ls08 ho moved with his
family, which consisted of his wife and son, Victor
jifford, to Henderson, Ky., while beset out to visit
tho various trading posts that had been established
by the firm. The war of 1812 brought ruin to the
partners, and young Audubon set sail for France
to look after his foreign estates. When he reached
Paris he discovered that his only sister, who had
married a French n blemau, was in destitute circumstances,and he at once made over to her both
iiis French and his Louisiana properties. He had
previously been obliged to surrender his Mill Place
estate to satisiy his business creditors, and ho
ound himself suddenly reduced from wealth to
ibbolute poverty.

It was about this lime that he determined to
etrieve his failen fortunes by the exercise of his
jrush and his knowledge of the birds of the wild
egions where his business life had been spent. He
herefore sent his wife and two sons to Louisiana,
tfhere they had friends, and started out into the
wilderness to make his first systematic study of
.hat branch of science of which no greater master
las yet been born. He had with him note books,
jolors, brushes, a rifle, horse and ammunition aud
ittie else. For three years he journeyed through
he almost trackless forests, studying the habits of
nrds, classifying the various species and making
exhaustive studies in pencil and color of their
orm and plumage.

a wife's devotion.
Meanwhile his noble wife became a governess in

i wealthy French family and afterward estabisheda private school in Bayou Sara. This proved
,o be a successful venture, and during the three
rears that elapsed before her husband's return she
lad educated her sons and saved several thousand
lollars. When the naturalist again reached civilzationhe had drawings and notes of inestimable
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value to the world of science and of great pecuni
ary worth to himself. His three years of work rep
resented a fortune, although at that time he wa
not aware of tint fact. He stopped a winter ir
New Orleans before visiting his family. It was hii
purpose then to return to the woods in the spring
and rather than subsist in idleness upon his wife'i
savings he established a dancing class in the South
ern metropolis. Finally he toot advice from some
eminent naturalists, Prince Lucien Bonapart<
among trie numoer, and determined to risk hi!
venture as it was. Accordingly he visited his fam
ily and -was persuaded to fro to England with hi!
wife's money, submit samples of liis drawings tr
the London scientists and"secure subscriptions foi
his published work.
His English visit was wonderfully successful.

He secured subscriptions for 100 sets of volumes
at $1,000 e«ch, all the engravings to be colored
by hand under his supervision and from his orig
inal color sketches.

I THE OI5IGINAL StJBSCBIEERS.
l I recently o&tained a list of the subscribers to

this original work from a member of the family,
*nd a few of the names may have more than a

?assiug interest to the reader. Among the New
ork subscribers were James G. King, Cornelius

Low, Edward Prime, Dr. P. J. Stuyvesant, Roberl
Ray, J. Ju. Joseph, Richard N. Carman, Mrs. Bailey,
Hogden Haggerty, W. L. Colman, Samuel Swartout,
James Watson Webb, Thomas H. Faite, Lewis
Rogers, Dr. J. Van Rensselaer, H. C. De Rham and
Stephen A. Haisey. Dr. Stephen Van Rensselaer,
of Ibany; Daniel Webster, and Henry Clay were
also among th» orignal Subscribers. Queen Ade
laide, the wife of William XV.; the illfated Louis
Philippe, Her Royal Highness Mile. d'Orleans,
Prince Massena, the Grand Duke of Tuscany and
nearly a score of English earls and dukes were

among his titled foreign subscribers.
But the hopes of the young naturalist were

doomed to disappointment, and in the great dis
aster that met him upon his return to America the
noblest traits in his character came to the surface,
When he reached New York he repaired to the store
bouse of his former partner, where he had left the
greater and rarest part of his drawings, and discor

JOHS J. AUDUBON".

ered that rats bad ruined his work. When hf
opened tho boxes, instead of his drawings he found
heaps of dust.

BEGINNING OVER AGAIN.
"I spent the morning of that day," said Andubonafterward in describing the incident, "in walk-

down and gave way to vain regrets. That afternoonI began the work over again."
After inrormmg his wife of his loss, at the age oi

thirty-nix years the great naturalist set out again
for tho wilderness. In 1828 he made another visii
to England, taking his family with him, and while
there his first work was successfully published.
Two or three v^ars wero spent abroad. When he
return d ho purchased a residence in White street
and made this city his permanent home, leaving
his sons in France to be educated. In 1836 an
American edition was published, which also
brought the naturalist in what was in those days
considered a handsome fortune. This was followedby a smaller edition.
In 1838, in company with his sons, both of whom

were naturalists and artists, ho chartered a
schopuer and spent several months in Labrador
studying the birds of the Arctic regions.
The property now known as Audubon Park was

bought in 1841. It consisted of forty four acres,
and extended from Amsterdam avenue to the bank
of the Hudson. It was heavily wooded and at that
time almost as far from civilization afc a lodge in
tho Adirondacks. Here he erected the old manor
house. His nearest neighbors were tho Jumels,
n II. uu IU m.o LI""jtOl IUUHIO 1U»U11UU,
now standing, overlooking the Harlem River; tha
late JIayor Ambrose Kingslaud, whuse mansion
is still in an excellent state of preservation, and
Dr. Samuel Bra(Jhurst, whoso residence.recently

A a beer garden.Js now demolished to make room
for a row of modern dwelling-).

THE AtPUBON MANOR HOUSE.
The naturalist took with him a colony of workmen.There were carpenters, blacksmiths, masons,a farmer, gardener, hostlers, coachmen and

shepherd. Houses were built in the woods for
their shelter while the manor house went up. Afterthe family took possession these outbuildings
were used by the regular farm laborers. In those
days it was not an easy journey to New York, and
consequently Audubon raised his own vegetables,
and at one time killed his own meat.
There is an interesting historical fact connected

with the old mansion that is not erenerally known.
In 184:!, when Professor Morse was setting up hin
first line of telegraph that reached this city, betweenPhiladelphia and New York, the New Jersey
terminus of the line was at Fort I,ee, opposite
Audubon Park. The wire and instruments were
carried across the river in a rowboat, and tha in-
strumeut was set up in the laundry of the mansion.From this old room, which is to-day preciselyas it was nearly half a century ago, the first
telegraph message ever sent from Manhattan
Island was flashed across the wire to Philadelphia
recording tne success of the experiment, it was
sent in the presence of Professor Morse, Audubon
and his entire family. The wire remained there a
few days until it was carried down to the city.

HIS LAfcT JOCi.NKT.
Shortly after this Audubon started out on horsebackfor the head waters of the Missouri. He was

then over sixty years of age, but as strong and
active as he was twenty years before. This trip
lasted for ne irly two years. Me was accompanied
toy tne Rev. Dr. John Bachman, whose two daughtershad recently married Audubop's two sons, and
was engaged in preparing a history of the quadrupedsof America. Soon after his return and
long before this valuable work was completed Audub:n's health gave way. He was first afflicted
with a loss of memory. He spent hours in endeavoringto paint, and would burst into tears to

AUDUBON'S ROOM.

find that bis efforts were worse than unavailing. In
his youth he had broken his right arm by a fall
from his horse and had taught himself to paint
equally well with either hand, but in this strait
both hands had lost their cunuing.
In 1847 his bedchamber was moved down stairs

adjoining his old painting room, and thore he
died in February, 1851. Trinity Cemetery had just
been laid out and the Audubon vault was the secondone that was built in it.
Ihe "History of Quadrupeds" was afterward

completed by Dr. Bachman and his two sons-inlaw.Both of the Doctor's daughters died soon
after their marriage and the widowers each marriedfor a second time. At their death they left
eleven living children, three of whom still live in
this city. Both Victor Gifford and John WoodhouseAudubon were gifted artists. They were
among the founders of the National Academy and
were academicians and took high rank among the
artists of that day. Their mother died in Kentuckyin 1871, aged eighty-eight years, and is buried
beside her husband.
The old manor house was sold bv the naturalist's

widow in 1864. and was bought by the late Jesse
W. Benedict. Last year it was sold by his family
to William Kramer. It has been modernized since
it passed out of the Audubon family. A Mansard
roof has been added and bow windows extended
from the front and rear sides. The basement,
however, and the first floor aro practically unchanged.
The money for the proposed monument is not

entirely subscribed, and Dr. Eggleston announces
that it is proposed by the committee to secure 100
subscriptions of $100 each. The following gentlemenhare already subscribed $i<X> each to the
fund
Andrew G. Carnegie, George X. Lawrence,
Thomas A. Edison, A. A. Low.
Charles Stewart Smith, William E. Dodge,
D. Willis James, William Schftriuerhorn,
James Constable, Llojd I'htcnix.
Amos R. Kiio,
Other and smaller subscriptions will gladly be

received. It is hoped that the entire sum may be
contributed so that the memorial may be dedicatedthis fall, just forty years after the death of
the distinguished scientist whose noble life it will
commemorate.
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WRITING DOWN TO INDIAN LEVELS

1 Rudyard Kipling Tells What He Could Not Learn
About Chicago in Ten Honrs.

I know thy cunning nnd thy greed,
Tby bard high Inst and wilful deed,

> And all thy glory loves 10 tell
> Of 6pacious git'tn material.

I have struck a city.a real city.and tbey call It
Chicago.
The other places do not count. San Francisco was

' a. pleasure-resort as well as a city, and Salt Lake
> was a phenomenon.

This place is the first American city I have en'countered. It holds rather more than o million peoplewith bodies and stands on the same sort of soil
' os Calcutta. Having s?en it T urgently desire

never to see it sea in. It is inhabited by savages.
Its water is the water of thei Hughli, and its air is
dirt. Also it says that it is the "boss"* town of
America.

I do not believe that it has anything to do with
this country. They told me to go to tho Palmer
House, which is overmuch gilded and mirrored, <fcnd
there I found a huge hall of tess?lated marble crammed
with people talking about money and ^pitting about
everywhere. Other barbarians charged in and out of
this inferno with letters and telegrams in their hands,
and yet others shouted at each other. A man who
had drunk quite as much as was good for him told
me that this was "the finest hotel in the finest city
on God Almighty's earth." By the way, when an

American wishes to indicate the next country or
Svta ff4 Via core ** (-iirl A 'mi*rV\f~*r* a ntli " Thie nr*>.

vents discussion and flatters his vanity.
Then I went out into the streets, which are long

and flat and without end. And verily it is not a good
thing to live in the East for any length of time.
Your ideas grow to clash with those held by every
right; thinking man. I looked down Interminable

( vistas flanked with nine, ten, and fifteen storied
houses, and crowded with men and women, and the
show impressed me with a great horror.
Except in London.and I have forgotten what Londonwas like.I had never seen so many white peo'pie together and never such a collection of miserable®.

There was no color in the street and no beauty.only
a maze of wire ropes overhead and dirty stone flaggingunder foot.

THROUGH A CAB DRIVES'fi LENS.
A cab driver volunteered to show me the glory of

the town for so much an hour and with him I wan;dered far. He conceived that alt this turmoil and

squash was a thing to be) reverently admired, that it
was good to huddle men together in fifteen layers, one

atop of the other, and to dig holes in the ground for
offices.
He said that Chicago was a lire town and that all

the creatures hurrying by me were engaged In business.That is to say they were trying to make some

money that they might not die through lack of food
to put into their bailies. Ho took me to canals black
as ink, and tilled with untold abominations, and bade
me watch the stream of traffic across the bridges.
He then took me into a saloon, and, while I <lrank,

maclo me note that the floor was covered with coins
sunk in cement. A Hottentot would not have been
guilty of this sort of barbarism. The colps made an

effect pretty enough, but the man who put them there
had 110 thought to beauty and therefore lie was a

savage.
Theu my cab driver showed me business blocks, gay

with signs and studded with fantastic and absurd advertisementsof goods, and looking down the long
street so adorned it was as though each vendor stood
at his door howling:.

"For the sake of money employ or buy of me and
me only!"
Have you ever seen a crowd at a famine relief distribution?You know then how the men leap Into

the air, stretching out their arms above the crowd
in the hope of being seen; while the women dolorouslyslai> the stomachs of their children and whim-
per. I had sooner watch famine relief than the
white man engaged in what he calls legitimate com'
petition. The one I understand. The other makes
me ill.
And the cabman said that these things were the

proof of progress, and by that I knew he had been
reading his newspaper as every intelligent American
should. The papers tell their clientele In language
fitted to their comprehension that the snarling togetherof telegraph wires, the heaving up of houses
and the making of money is progress.

DONE IN TEX HOUKS.
X spent ten hours in that huge wilderness, wanderingthrough scores of miles of these terible streets and

jostling some few hundred thousand of these terrible
people who talked paisa bat through their noses.
The cabman left me; but after a while I picked

up another man who was full of figures, and into my
ears he pouretl them as occasion required or the big
blank factories attested. Hero they turned out so
many hundred t hoi.Wnd dollars' worth of su h and such
an article; there so many million other things; this
house was worth so many million Hollars; that one
so many million more or less. It was like listening
to a child babbling of its hoard of shells. It was
like watching a fool playing with buttons. But I
was expected to do more than listen or watch. He
demanded that I should admire; and the utmost that.
I could say was:."Are these things so? Then I aiu
very sorry for you." That made him angry and ho
said that insular envy made me unresponsive. So
you see I could not make him understand.

About four and a half hours after Adam was turned
out of the Garden of Eden he felt hungry, and so,
bidding Eve take care that her head was not broken by
the descending fruit, shinned up a cocoanut palm.
That hurt bis legs, cut his breast and made him
breathe heavily, and Eve was tormented With fear
lest iicr joiu snouiu miss uis luouug uuu bo iinng me

tragedy of tills world to an end ere the curtain had
fairly risen. Had I met Adam then I should have beeu
sorry for him. To-day I find eleven hundred thousandof his sons just as far advanced as their father
in the art of getting food, and immeasurably inferior
to him in that they think that, their palm trees lead
straight to the sides. Consequently, I am sorry iu
rather more than a million different ways.

In the East bread comcs naturally even to the
poorest, by a little scratching fir the gift of a friend
not quite so poor. In less favored countries one is
apt to forget. Then I went to bed. And that was
on a Saturday night.

CHICAGO PREACHING.
Sunday brought me the queerest experiences of all.

a, revelation of barbarism complete. I found A place
that was officially described as a church. It -was a
circus really, but that the worshippers did not know.
There were flowers all about the building, which was
fitted up with plush and stained oak and much luxury,including twisted brass candlesticks of severest
Gothic design.
To these things and a congregation of savages enteredsuddenly » wonderful man completely in the confidenceof th-ir God, whom he treated colloquially

nnil exploited very much as a newspaper, reporter
would exploit a foreign potentate. But unlike the
newspaper reporter he never allowed his listeners to
forget that he awl not Ho was the centre of attraction.
With a voice of silver and with imagtry borrowed from
the auction room he built up for his hearers a heaven
011 the lines of the Palmer House (but with all th«*
gilding real gold and all the plate glass diamond! and
set iti the centre of it a loud voiced, argumentative,
very shrewd creation that he called God. One sentenceat this point caught my delighted ear. It, was
apropos of some question of the judgment and rau:

"Xol I tell you God doesn't do business that way."
He was giving them a deity whom they could comprehendand a cold and iewelleil bent-en in th»v
CO'il'l take a natural interest. He interlarded bis
performance with the slang of the streets, the counterand the Exchange, and he said that religion ought,
to enter into daily life. Consequently, 1 presume lift
Introduced it as daily life-bis ovsn and the life of his
fri»nds.
Then I escaped l)efore the blessing, desiring no

benediction at such hands. But the persons who
listened seemed to enjoy themselves, and I understand
that I had met with a popular preacher.

Later o-i when I had perused the sermons of a gentlemancalled Taltnnge and some others. I perceived
that I had been listening to a very mild specimen.
Yet that man with his brutal gold and silver idols,
his Innds-in-po-k^t cigar-in-iuouth and hat-on-thebackof-the-headstyle of dealing with the sacred vessals,
would count himself spiritually quits competent to
send a mission to convert the Indians.

Ail that Sunday I listened to people who said
that the mere fact of spiking down strips of
iron to wood and getting a steam and Iron thing to
run along them was progress. That the telephone
was process, and the network of wires overheadwas progress. They repeated their statements
again anil again.
One of them took me to their City Hall and

Hoard of Trade works and pointed it out with pride.
It. was very ugly but very big, and the streets In
front of it were narrow and unclean. When I saw
the faces of the men who did business in that, buildingI felt that there had been a mistake la their billeting.

WBITING DOWN TO HIS AUDIENCE.
By tbe way, 'tis a consolation to feel that I am

not writing to an Unzlish audience. Then should I

havo to fall into feigned ecstacies over the marveUovu
progress of Chicago since the days of the great fire,
to allude casually to the raising of the entire city s«
many feet above the level of the lake which it faces,
and generally to grovel before the golden calf. Buti j,voii, who are desperately poor, and therefore by
Ihrse standards of 110 account, know things, will
understard when I write that they have managed tr>
get a million of men together on flat land, and that
the bulk of these men together appear to l>e lower
than Mahajans and not so companionable as a PunjabiJat after hnrvest.
But I <lo:i't think it was the blind hurry of the

people, their argot, and their grand ignorance of thir.u*s
beyond their immediate interests that displeased me
so much as a study of the daily papers of Chicago.

Imprimis, there was some sort of a dispute between
New York and Chicago ns to whi'-li town should give
an exhibition of proiucts to lie hereafter bolden and
through the medium of their morn dignified journals
the two cities were ya-hooing and bi-y)-ing at ea<-'a
other like opposition newsboys. They called it
humor, but it sounded like something quite different.
That was only the flrsti trouble. The accond lay ^in the tone of the productions. Trading articles

which include gems such as T.ack of such and such
a place,-' or "We noticed, Tuesday, such an event."
or "don't" for "does not" are things to be accepted
with thankfulness. All that made me want to cry
was that iu these papers were faithfully reproduced
nil the war cries and "back-talk" of the Palmer
Kouss bar, the slang of the barbers' shops, tb« mental
elevation and integrity of the Pullman ear porter, tho
dignity of the dime museum and the accuracy of tin
excited fishwife. I am sternly forbidrlen to believe
that the paper educates the public. Then T am compelledto believe that the public educate the paper,
vet- suicides on the press are rare. « .1

STRUCK A PROTECTIONIST.
Just, when the sense erf unreality and oppression

were strongest upon me. and when I most wanted
help, a man sat nt my side and begau to talk whit
he called politics.

I had chanced to pay about six shillings for a

travelling cap worth eighteenpence and hei made of the
fact a tent for a sermon. He said that this was a
rich country and that the people liked to pay two
luindred per cent, on the value* of a thing. They
could afford it. He said that the Government) imposeda protective duty of from ten to seventy per
cent on foreign made articles and that the American
manufacturer consequently could sell his goods for a.

healthy sum. Thus an imported hat would, with
duty, cost two guineas. The American manufacturer
would make a hat for seventeen shillings and sell it
for one pound fifteen. In these things, he said, lay
the greatness of America and the effeteness of England.Competition between factory and factory kept
the prices down to decent limits, but I was never to
forget that this people were a rich people, not lika
the pauper Continentals, and that they enjoyed payingduties.
To my weak intellect, this seemed rather Uko jugglingwith counters. Everything that I have yet

purchased costs about twice as much as it would 1t*
England, and when native made is of inferior quality*

AN OBJECT LESSOR IN TI CSTB.
Moreover, since these lines were first thought of

I have visited a gentleman who owned a factory
which used to produce things. He owned the factory
still. Not a man was In it, but he was drawing %
handsome income from a syndicate of firms for keepingit closed in order that it might not produce things.
This man said that if protection were abandoned a
tide of pauper labor would flood the country and as t
looked at his factory I thought how entirely better
it was to have no labor of any kind whatever rather
than face so horrible a future. j
Meantime do you remember that this peculiar countryenjoys paying money for value not received? T

am an alien, and for tho life of me cannot seo why
six shillings should be paid for elghteen-penny caps,
or eight shillings for half-crown cigar cases. When
the country fills up to a decently populated level a
few million people who are not aliens will be smitten
with the same sort, of blindness.
But my friend's assertion somehow thoroughly suited.

the grotesque ferocity of Chicago.
CHICAGO VERSUS INDIA.

See now and judge! In the village of Isser Jang.
on the road to Montgomery, there be four Changar
ifomen who winnow com.some seventy bushels a year.
Beyond their hut lives Purun Dass, the money lender,
who on good security lends as much as five thousand ,

rupees in a year. Jowala Singh, the smith, mends the
village ploughs.some thirty, broken at the share, In
3(55 days: and Hukm Chund, who Is letter writer and
head of the little club under the travellers' tree, gener*
ally keeps the village posted in such gossip as the barberand the mldwii'e have not yet made public property.

Chicago husks and winnows her wheat by the millionbushels, a hundred banks lend hundreds of millkms
of dollars in the year and scores of factories turn out
plough gear and machinery by steam. Scores of
daily papers do work which Hukm Chund and the barberand the midwife perform, with due regard for :
public opinion, in the village of Isser Jang. So far
as manufactures go, the difference between Chicago on
the lake and Isser Jang on the Montgomery road is
one of degree only and not of kind. As for as the understandingof the uses of life goes Isser Jang, for all
its seasonal c'oolers, has the advantage over Chicago.
Jowala Singh knows and takes care to avoid the

three or four ghotil haunted fields on the outskirts >>f
the village; but he is not urged by millions of devils
to run about all day in the sim and swear that his
ploughshares are the best in the Punjab; nor does PurumDass fly forth in an ekka more thiw once or twice
a year, and he knows, on a pinch, how to use tho
railway and the telegraph as well as any son of Israut
in Chicago. But this is absurd.
The East is not the West, and these men must continueto deal with the machinery of life and to call in

progress. Their very preachers dare not rebuke them.
They gloss over the hunting l'or money and the thrice
Sharpened bitterness of Adam's curse by saying that
such things dower a man with a larger range of
thoughts and higher aspirations. They do not say,
"Free yourselves from vonr own davarv." but rather.
"If you can possibly manage It. do not set quite so
much store on the things of this world." And they
do not know what tho things of this world arc!

FE, ri. FO, FUJI I
I went off to boo cattle killed by way of clearing

my head, which, as you will perceive, was getting
muddled. They say every Englishman goes to the
Chicago stock-yards. You shall And them about six
miles from the city; and once having seen them you
will never forget the sight.
As far as the e.vo can reach stretches ft township

of cattlepens, cunningly divided into blocks so thati
the animals of any pen can bo speedily driven
out close to an Inclined timber path which leads
to an elevated covered way straddling high above
the pens. These viaducts are two storied. On
the upper story tramp the doomed cattle, stolidly for
the most part. On the lower, with! a Muffling of
fharp hoofs and multitudinous yells, run the pigs,
the. same end being appointed for each. Thus >01
will seo the gangs of cattle waiting their turn.«.s
they wait sometimes for days; anfl they need not be
distressed by the sight of their fellows running about
in the fear of death. All they know is that a man
on horseback causes their next door neighbors to move
by means of a whip. Certain bars and fences ar© unshipped,and behold, that crowd have gone up tlia
mouth of a sloping tunnel awl return no more.

It is different with the pigs. They shriek back
the news of the exodus to their friomls, and a him(irednons skirl resnonsive.

It was to the pij,rs I first addressed myself. Selectinga viaduct which was full of thein, as I could
hear though I could not see, I marked a sombre
building whereto It ran, and went there, not unalarmedby stray cattle who had managed to escape
from their proper quarters. A pleasant smell of
brine warned me of what was coming. I entered the
factory and found It full of pork in barrels, and on
another story more pork unbarrelled, and in a huge
room the halves of swine, for whosa behoof greats
lumps of ice were being pitched in at the windowl .

That room was the mortuary chamber where U>4
pigs lay for a little while in state ere they began
their progress through such passages as kings may
sometimes travpl.

HOW POBK IS MADE.
Turning a corner and not noting an overhead arrangementof greased rail, wheel and pulley, I ran

into the arms of four eviscerated carcasses, all pivro
white and of a human aspect, pushed by a, man clad
in vehement red. When I leaped aside the floor was
slippery under me. Also there was a flavor of farmyardin my nostrils and the shouting of a multitude
in my ears. But there was no joy in that shouting.
Twelve men stood in two lines.six a side. Betweenthem and overhead ran the railway of death
that had nearly shunted me through the window.
Each man carried a knife, the sleeves of Ills shlrb
were cut off at the elbows, and from bosom to heel
he was blood red.
Beyond this perspective was a column of steam,

and beyond that wns where I workM my aw.- struck
way, unwilling to touch beam or wall. The atmospherewas stifling as a night In the rains by reason of
the steam and the crowd. I clluilw*l to the beglnuins
ol things and, perched upon a narrow beat.', overlook !
very nearly all ths pigs ever bred In 'W isconsin. They
hii.l .lust been shot out of the mourn of the viaduct
and huddled together ill a largo ,->cu. Thence they
were flicked persuasively, a few at a time, into -i,

smaller chamber, and there a man lived tackle on their
hinder legs so that they rose in the air, suspended front
the railway of death.

Oh! it was then they shrieked and called on tl.eir
mothers ana mauc promises of amendment, till the
taekleman punted them in their backs and tliey sli<l
head down into a brick floored passage very like a big
kitchen sink that was blood re/1. There awaited them
a red man with a knife which he passed jauntily
through their throats, and the full voiced shriek becamea splutter, and then a fail as of heavy tropical
rain, and the red man, who was backed against the
p.issnge wall, you will understand, stood clear of the
wildly kicking hoofs and passed his hand over his
eyes, not from any feeling of compassion, but becauw « I
the spurted blood was in his e;M and he hml barely
time to stick the next arrival. Then that fimt stuck
swine dropped, still kicking, into a great vat, of boilingwater and spoke no more words but wallowed in
obedience to some unseen machinery, and presently
came forth at the lower end of tho vat and was heaved
on the blades of a blunt paddle wheel.things which
said "Hough, hough, hough!" and skelped all tho hair
off him except what little a couple of men w-lth knives
could remove.

Then be was again hitched by the heels to thafc
said railway and passed down the l'ine of the twelve
men.each man with a knife.losing with each man a,
certain amount of his individuality, which was taken
away in a wheelbarrow, and when be reached tho last
man he was very beautiful to behold but excessively
unstuffed, and limp. Preponderance of Individuality
was ever ft bar to foreign travel. That pig could havo
be»n in case to visit you in India had he not parted
with some of his n:oet cherished notions.
The dissecting part impressed me not so much as tho

slaying. They were so excessively alive, these pigs.
And then, they were so excessively dead, and the man
in the dripping, clammy, hot passage (lid nob seem to
care, and ero the blood of such a one had ceased to
foam on the floor such another and four friends with
him had shrieked and died. But a pig is only th»
unclean animal.the forbidden of the prophet.

BUDYAKD KirLI>'G. /


